RACE           WON           BY           DEFAULT

interest he found himself the centre of. In the middle
of describing, with no excess of modesty, the clever-
ness he had exhibited in salvaging his Norton, he was
interrupted by the appearance of his rival. Eddie
had given his machine another overhaul, but the
engine was still not firing very well. It continued to
function in a series of spasmodic bursts.

" Well, well ... If it isn't Eddie Harding with a
motor-cycle," jeered Dave to the special delight of
the men of his own regiment, who all knew the rivalry
that existed between the pair. " Now I wonder what
he wants with a thing like that . . . Eddie, you're
just in time. The boys are all set for a race."

" Can't be done. Not with an old crock like mine/'
grunted Eddie. He knew he had small chance against
Dave's machine, and did not fancy being used as the
means of an easy triumph for his rival.

" Old crock ? " exclaimed Dave. " It's a Norton,
isn't it, like mine ? Same make, same model. There's
only one slight difference, I can see."

" What's that ? "

" The rider."

The laugh that went up from the little crowd was
as much directed at the flagrant conceit of the
speaker as against his rival. Eddie grinned good-
temperedly.

" I overlooked that," he said. " With that handi-
cap, maybe your machine isn't any better than mine,
after all."

" Well, let's have a race, then," Dave urged. " \ ou
aren't afraid I shall beat you, are you ? Only just
now you were boasting how you could nurse a bike.
That patient who sounds as if it's on its death-bed
gives you a chance of showing what you can do, A
smart rider like you, Eddie, ought to be able to win
on anything."
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